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Summary: 


The first time she held Steve's hand was when they'd just started 
dating. The first time she held Jonathan's hand was when Eleven was 
looking for Barb. 

A story told through touch. 


Stoncy week 2021 - Hand holding 


Touch 


The first time she held Steve’s hand was when they’d just started 
dating. He’d grabbed her to drag her down the hall after class. He 
dropped her hand as soon as they reached their destination, and 
Nancy found herself chasing his touch. 


He didn’t touch people often, Carol had told her once, something 
about his skin being really sensitive. After that, every brush of their 
hands felt like electricity. 


The first time she held Jonathan’s hand was when Eleven, or as she 
had known her at the time, Mike’s psychic crush, was in the sensory 
deprivation bath. She did it without thinking, seeking out someone’s 
comfort. Jonathan jumped at the contact, glancing at her. She refused 
to meet his gaze and he settled into watching the psychic girl eagerly, 
keeping their hands interlocked. 


They stayed like that until Eleven called Barb’s name. 


The second time she held Jonathan’s hand was in the Byers house. 
She’d been there a few times when she was younger and forced to 
always be in the same place as Mike. It had been messy in a 
comfortable way. 


Before, the house had been warm and welcoming, someplace that just 
felt like home. Now it was scattered with ripped paper and broken 
wires. Christmas lights covered every wall. Cold and ominous, with a 
hint of crazy. 


As they sat, waiting for the demo-whatever-the-kids-called-it, Nancy 
took Jonathan’s uninjured hand in hers, offering a small smile when 
he looked up. 


A second later, someone knocked on the door. 


Steve was terrified, that much was obvious. Nancy would be too if 


she hadn’t been expecting an interdimensional flesh-eating plant 
monster to descend from the ceiling. He whimpered as it lunged at 
him, and Nancy grabbed his hand, pulling him out of its path. 


She continued to grip his hand until the three of them were safely in 
Jonathan’s room. She dropped it when Steve’s grip relaxed, and he 
took the chance to scramble into the corner. She had seen him do 
that once, when Tommy was being a bit too harsh but Steve hadn’t 
wanted to pick a fight. 


They needed to get him out of there. 


They stood on the Byers’ porch watching the street lamp flicker. 
Steve was still shaking, so Nancy took his hand, squeezing it tightly. 
With her other hand, she put her gun on the porch table and reached 
out to Jonathan, who had turned to face them. 


He took her hand in his own, squeezing once before hesitantly 
reaching his other hand out to Steve. Steve paused, breathing heavily 
as he looked between Nancy and Jonathan. Then he shakily took 
Jonathan’s hand and leaned into the younger boy’s shoulder. 


They separated when the telephone rang from inside the house. 


They dropped Jonathan off at the hospital, where Mrs Byers had 
called from (they were all surprised the phone still worked, 
considering how violently Nancy had thrown it). Nancy wanted to go 
in with him, but she knew it was a family matter. With a quick hug 
and an awkward ‘hope he’s okay’ from Steve, they sent him inside. 


On the drive to her house, Steve moved his hand off the wheel to 
cradle hers. He rubbed his thumb along her knuckles. Nancy had told 
him once that she liked to rub her knuckles to calm herself down 
when she was anxious. She was surprised he remembered but smiled 
and turned her hand to grip his tightly. 


Everything would be okay, she just knew it. 


During school, She held Steve’s hand whenever she could. At lunch, 
between classes, any time he was within reach, just to remind herself 
that they were both still there. Neither of them had been eaten by a 
monster, and Steve hadn’t broken up with her after experiencing how 
insane her brother and his friends were. 


He hadn’t even been angry when she admitted her growing feelings 
for Jonathan. In fact, he had told her he felt the same thing, a secret 
he had kept from everyone his whole life (the liking boys part, not 
the liking Jonathan part). She sent Mike and Will in to see what 
Jonathan thought, and it turned out he felt the same. It took some 
courage and a lot of talking, but by the end of the month, Nancy had 
her boys. And her boys had each other. 


Nothing would separate them, not the Upside Down, not societal 
views, not anything. 


She couldn’t hold Jonathan’s hand in school, so she did it whenever 
they were alone. As soon as there was no one but Steve in sight, just 
to remind herself that they were both still there. Neither of them had 
been eaten by a monster and they hadn’t gone back to the barely- 
looking-at-each-other they had before the whole ordeal. 


Sometimes, Steve or Jonathan flinched away from the touch (their 
fathers weren’t good people, and Steve had had some negative 
relationships he couldn’t talk about, both were sensitive to touch 
because of it), so she settled for gripping their sleeves or resting her 
hand lightly on their hips. When that happened, Steve would smile 
and pretend to try to shake her off and Jonathan would hold a piece 
of her dress in appreciation (or retaliation, depending on his mood). 


She had her boys, and she was happy. 


The night of the Disaster Party (as they had later dubbed it) was a 
blur. She knew she said something she didn’t mean to Steve, but no 
matter how hard she tried, she couldn’t remember what. Even by the 
time he stormed out of the bathroom, the words they exchanged had 
already escaped her memory. 


Then, someone was picking her up. Stockier than Steve, but just as 
gentle, so it had to be Jonathan. He took her to his car and she 
leaned into his arm as he drove (bumpily because despite Steve’s 
help, he'd still only had his licence for a year). 


When they reached her house, he helped her up the stairs and into 
her bed. Before he could move away, she grabbed his hand. He 
looked at her for a moment, his expression something she was too 
drunk and tired to identify, before settling down next to her. 


At some point, she started crying, and she thinks she told him what 
little she remembered of what happened, but it may have been too 
slurred to understand. He held her hand until she fell asleep, rubbing 
circles on her knuckles like Steve had taught him. 


She hoped that, whatever she said to Steve, she could make up for it. 


When they were reunited within the lab, Nancy took Jonathan’s 
hand. Both to keep up their act of innocent teenagers and because 
Nancy needed some sort of contact. Jonathan’s hand was firm but 
shaky in hers, trying to exude a confidence he didn’t have. 


She hadn’t spoken to Steve since the Disaster Party, and Jonathan 
hadn’t seen him anywhere. She wished he was there to support them 
both with his complaints and mothering. A glance at Jonathan told 
her he felt the same. 


Once everything was over, she needed to find out what she said that 
night and apologise to him. 


At Murry Bauman’s house, she clung to Jonathan’s hand the whole 
time. She didn’t like the man, he was arrogant and had no sense of 
boundaries, but he was their only hope. Barb’s only hope. Jonathan 
let her hold him, his hand limp like it always was when he was 
forcing himself to be polite. 


Bauman prodded them about their relationship, and Nancy was 
seconds from taking the gun out of her bag and shooting him. Just a 
single, quick shot at the base of his neck would destroy his stupid 


vocal cords and she wouldn’t have to listen to his stupid, 
heteronormative (a word she learned from Mike who learned it from 
Dustin) ideas. 


He somehow thought he knew everything about their relationship. 
Like how Nancy only loved Jonathan and was with just Steve to keep 
up an act. He was wrong . So wrong . 


Nancy loved both of her boys with everything she had, and she 
needed to get back home and make sure Steve knew that. 


Nancy hadn’t been expecting Steve at the front of a small army of 
preteens, but she also hadn’t expected him to barge into the Byers 
house a year ago. They didn’t have time to talk until they were at the 
lab, Steve too busy keeping his kids (and Nancy knew they were his 
now, Steve was possessive and too caring for his own good) in line. 


When Mrs Byers, Hopper, Mike and Will came running out, Nancy 
grabbed Steve’s hand with the one that wasn’t holding Jonathan’s 
jacket. She stayed connected to him until they were all back at the 
Byers house. When Steve noticed her hand, he glanced surreptitiously 
in Jonathan’s direction and made to pull away, but Nancy held tight. 


Jonathan took his other hand, and Steve cautiously looked at him. He 
squeezed Steve’s hand firmly and Nancy copied him. Steve was the 
most anxious about their relationship, he had never been able to 
brush off people’s comments like Nancy and Jonathan had, and their 
secrecy made the whole thing worse. Add that to his general anxiety 
and horrible self-esteem, and they got a terrified mess of a boyfriend. 
She needed to fix this. 


“Tm sorry for whatever I said at that party,” she said quietly. “I don’t 
remember most of it, but I do know it upset you, and I want you to 
know that we love you, so much .” On Steve’s other side, Jonathan 
nodded. 


Steve looked between them, then to the others, who were distracted 
talking about Will (usually, there wasn’t anyone else in the room 
when they were this close, hopefully the change in secrecy levels 
would help his confidence. Nancy trusted the kids to accept them, 


they accepted Will and while she was't sure they knew about Mike, 
she had a feeling they'd accept him, and there were far stranger 
things than three people dating each other). He looked down before 
holding their hands close to his chest, tapping his fingers on the back 
of their hands as he did when he was anxious but didn’t want to 
show it. 


They’d be okay, they’d get there. 


Music blared from the Byers shed. The Clash, if she remembered 
correctly. It was one of Will’s favourites. Jonathan’s too, he had 
forced her and Steve to listen to their music several times. Steve 
always complained but Nancy knew he had come to enjoy it. 


Steve’s hand brushed against hers and she took it, ignoring the look 
Dustin was giving them. The boy had known Steve for less than a 
day, and he was already possessive, no wonder Steve collected 
(adopted? took in? Chose? Whatever Steve does with the people he 
likes) him so quickly 


When Jonathan came out, looking exhausted, Nancy took his left 
hand while Steve wrapped an arm around his shoulders. Steve leaned 
in, offering comforting words too quiet for the kids to hear. 


They only separated after the group agreed to split up. Nancy’s hand 
lingered against Steve’s arm and Jonathan leaned into the hand 
resting on his back. They each gave one another a firm nod before 
Nancy and Jonathan helped carry Will to Hopper’s hidden house. 


Steve would be safe in the Byers house, and Nancy and Jonathan 
would come back to him. 


Nancy’s hand burned. She stood back while Jonathan and Mrs Byers 
fussed over Will. her gaze kept pulling to the quickly blistering burn 
on the boy’s side. It was only skin deep, but it must have hurt. 


Jonathan looked up and followed her gaze. When he realised what 
she was frowning about, he held a hand out to her, which she took 
hesitantly. He brought her hand to his face and kissed her knuckles. 


When they looked up, Will was smiling softly, and Mrs Byers’ 
expression was confused, but she seemed more concerned about Will 
than Jonathan’s current relationship status. 


She would accept them, and if they had Mrs Byers’ approval, they 
had everyone’s approval. 


When they got back to the Byers house, Nancy flung herself into 
Steve’s arms. She pulled back when he grunted, taking in the array of 
bruises and poorly bandaged cuts on his face. 


Jonathan, who had just put Will in his room, held Steve’s face, 
rubbing gently across the few undamaged pieces of skin. Steve sighed 
and leaned down to rest his forehead against Jonathan’s. Nancy stood 
on her toes to press a gentle kiss to the side of his head. 


She ignored the confused sounds coming from the children in the 
room. They’d answer their questions later. Mike and Will already 
knew, they had figured it out when Nancy asked them to spy (their 
words not hers) on Jonathan, but they knew how to keep their 
mouths shut. 


Right now, they were just happy to be together. 


Steve’s hands were wrapped around their waists as they sat on his 
couch, watching a sci-fi movie that Jonathan enjoyed but Nancy had 
some trouble following. Something about time-travelling robots, 
Steve only agreed to watch it because he thought Micheal Rennie was 
hot (Nancy thought he looked like a lizard, but apparently she had no 
taste in men since she was dating Jonathan, who everyone in school 
thought was freaky and Steve, who was so socially anxious he spent 
an hour on his hair every morning). 


The movie was just background noise anyway. Nancy and Jonathan 
spent the time recounting to Steve everything that happened at the 
Snow Ball, from Eleven suddenly appearing to Dustin dancing with 
Nancy. 


They had asked Steve if he wanted to help out, but he had no interest 


in the children who weren’t Dustin, Lucas, Max, Mike, Will or Eleven. 
Dustin protested as well, because he wanted the Party to keep Steve 
for themselves. 


Well, themselves and Nancy and Jonathan. 


After the kids found out about their relationship, Mrs Byers and 
Hopper were quick to figure it out. 


Nancy had been worried they’d react negatively to the three of them 
dating (Mrs Byers because of Jonathan’s already terrible social life 
and Steve’s reputation and Hopper because he was a cop, trained to 
raid any gay bar he found), but they’d been cool with it. Turns out, 
when you deal with hell-monsters annally, an abnormal relationship 
dynamic wasn’t too much of a shock. Having a psychic daughter 
who’s ready to fight if her dad doesn’t accept her boyfriend's sister, 
her best friend’s brother and her favourite babysitter (and if she 
realised how upset Mike would be at Hopper not accepting queers) 
probably had something to do with it, too, in Hopper's case. 


When they were in public, she held Steve’s hand. When there was no 
one around but friends, Steve draped himself across the other two, 
taking up as much room as he could, Jonathan sat as close as physics 
allowed, letting the other two use him as a cushion, and Nancy took 
their hands whenever they weren’t holding anything, making sure 
they were close. 


There were still times when one of the boys would flinch away from 
touch, but they were getting better, and when it happened, they had 
two lovers and six children ready to comfort and accommodate them. 


Strange things were happening again, Nancy just knew it. She told 
her boys so as they sat on Steve’s bed. She had just finished retelling 
the rat story, and Steve had told them about Dustin’s Russian 
communication. 


The gate was closed, Jonathan reminded her, if something were 
happening then Will and Eleven would know about it, Steve assured 
her. She knew they were right, but she couldn’t get the idea out of 


her head, so she slid onto Steve’s lap and started complaining about 
her sexist superiors while leaning into Jonathan’s shoulder. 


She couldn’t get in contact with Steve. During his work hours, her 
calls sometimes went to his coworker, Robin or something (Steve had 
a crush on her, it was cute). Tension had been rising between her and 
Jonathan since they started looking into the rat story, and he’d finally 
blown, leaving her without a job and possibly without a boyfriend. 


If Steve were there, he’d know what to do. That was how it worked, 
when Jonathan and Steve fought, Nancy helped settle it, when Steve 
and Nancy fought, Jonathan helped settle it. Now, Nancy just had her 
first major fight with Jonathan, and Steve was on the other side of 
town, not picking up the phone. 


Her hand clenched at her side, and she hoped Steve would come 
home. 


There was no sign of Steve, and Will was almost definitely in danger, 
so Nancy gathered her strength and called Jonathan herself. 


When they met back up, she thought about reaching for his hand. 
When they were making a plan with the kids, she inched her fingers 
closer to his, but the conversation ended before she could make 
contact. 


When they stood in an abandoned hospital room, looking at the 
window that Eleven had just thrown what used to be Bruce and Tom 
out, Nancy held Jonathan’s hand. She didn’t know when she had 
grabbed him, sometime between when Jonathan ran into the room 
and then, and when he looked at her, she met his eyes and held tight. 


She had Jonathan back, and they’d fight together, like they always 
did. 


Steve was probably with Dustin, wherever that was. Hopefully safe. 
Nancy and Jonathan were sitting in Hopper’s cabin, waiting for the 
flesh Mind Flayer to arrive. 


She kept her gaze on the floor. If she looked anywhere else she’d see 
Will’s shirtless body tied down, all the heaters turned to max, a red- 
hot poker. Will’s pained whimpers echoed in her ears as she finally 
looked up to see the same boy standing tall next to Mike. 


Jonathan’s hand was on her hip, and she wound her arm around his 
waist and kissed his cheek, knowing it might be the last time she did 
it. 


Steve was definitely not safe. Steve was hiding from a group of men 
dressed in all black. When his hair, followed by the rest of him, 
appeared from behind the schnitzel counter, Jonathan pulled her 
closer. She hugged his arm and he wrapped his free arm around her 
back. 


Then, when the groups were on the same level, Nancy threw herself 
at Steve, nearly knocking the man over. That was weird, he usually 
caught her. She looked into his eyes while the rest of the group 
traded stories. He seemed distant, and his face was beat up again. 
Maybe another concussion. 


Jonathan stood on Steve’s left. He rested a hand on Steve’s shoulder, 
probably hyper aware of the child in front of Lucas and Steve’s 
coworker just behind him. 


They’d be okay. They’d survived two Upside Down Disasters, they 
could handle one more. 


Nancy clung to her boys as she watched Billy Hargrove try to fight off 
the flesh-monster (Mind Flayer?) with his bare hands. When the first 
limb speared through him, she ducked her head into Steve’s chest. 
Jonathan shielded her back while Steve rested a hand on her head. 


As Billy’s screams filled her ears, and Jonathan and Steve wrapped 
themselves tighter around her and each other, she only hoped Max 
couldn’t see what was happening. 


Nancy stayed attached to Jonathan’s side, even when the paramedics 


forced them into the back of an ambulance. She answered their 
questions and let them check her over, but she refused to let the 
paramedics separate them. 


They waited for Steve to come back with the group at the 
transmitter, never once letting go of each other. When he did, he was 
swarmed by the paramedics. From the snippets of conversation she 
caught, it had something to do with the base under the mall and 
drugging- oh God, had Steve been drugged? And he still decided to 
drive a car in Billy’s way and stay with them until they were sure 
everyone was okay. 


When Steve finally came over to them, wrapped in a shock blanket 
that looked too small, even on his lanky shoulders, she finally 
detached from Jonathan to wrap her hands around his neck. 
Jonathan’s arms came from behind her as he wrapped them both in a 
hug. 


Steve stumbled slightly at the sudden weight (and that explained why 
he hadn’t caught her back in the mall) but smiled and wrapped one 
arm around Nancy’s waist and the other over Jonathan’s shoulders. 


It was silent for a moment, just them savoring each other, then: “So I 
accidentally admitted my crush to Robin, and it turns out she’s a 
queer too.” 


Was everyone Steve was friends with gay? Dustin, Lucas and Max 
(Maybe Eleven too, Nancy didn’t know what she thought about 
sexuality) were going to be surprised when they figured it out. 


Author's Note: 


The movie they were watching was Cyborg 2087. 
(Micheal Rennie looks a LOT like a lizard) 


